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NEW SONGS. 1 

I. The Golden Cuckold. 1 


II. The Sailors promiſe to his Sweetheart. 
III. A Song i in Imitation of Dumbarton 5 

Drums. 
IV. The failors advice to »hisbrocher flors 4 
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The fiene GARLAND, Kc. 


ws 

With Ao reſt of the . d W 

T'd have you lead heavenly lives 

And flack to Horn-tair now by couples, 
dong with. your en wives. 


I have tipped your horns in great bende, 
As fine as a Lord you'll appear, 

Wich pick-axe and ſhovel in order, 
e comes but once in a por 

0 wife you have been ungrateful, | 

Thus to put horas on my crown, 5 

f thought I had been as ſufficient 

AS ever a man in the town. ; : Foy 


Dear huſband was marriage defi ned 
For to confine us to one man; 

We are in the right to get money, 

| Eh you know if we can. 


L 
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Beſides Love it is a old faſhion; We . 
There's ſeargely a wife in the town, 30 
Bat thinks it is a great honor. 
My dear to graft horns on your crenu. 

A pox on your honor you harlot, 

And all your whole cuckoldly train, 
If I catch you my dear in the action, 
Fl:labour you well far your pains. 5 
You ſumbling dog now I ſ wear. 
If you offer to chatter or prate 
Fil break all my ladles to fhatters 
Acrofs' your. hornity'd pate. 
Look under the candteftick cuckold; 
A ſingle groat y ou'll find there, an Nr 
hid, for to put in youi pocket. 50 4 
Your charges to bear at Horz fait | | 
Then wife prichee put up your Ladle, ” I 
My implements ready prepare, heady 
Pt fummons all the reſt of my neigh 
To go with me unto Horn-fair. 
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You buttocing whores in St Giles's,- Ix 
That play for a penny a N | 5 3 
Beſure get your euckolds in Oger. 
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With every thing decent and 
You Billingigate laſſes ſo 4 8 2 Fa 
Who loves to pla with your” 4 5 
Beſure get your Nu all ready 92 GENS 
My had at 8 N of a e 185 
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Old whores that do's airy . baſket, 
That loves for to tope Royal Gin, T 
| Although that you are old and paſt i it, | 
Tour huſbands are all ſummon'd in. 
The nexr to the pretty Milk-woman, 0 
i Who does the trick under a tree, 


We know that in horns you are dealing, Ir 
So we ſummons your huſbands to be. 


You pretty young girls in the market, 
That drefles ſo neat and fo trim, 
That horns on your huſbands have grafted 
We likewiſe do ſummons them in. 
Since molt of cur ſex they are gamlty, 
Dear huſband why ſhould you deſpair, 
| Your horns ſhall be 8 gilded: IH 
1 Mr dear for to go to Horns fair. 
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The Calls þ promi — to bis feveethear Moll: 


EN firſt I came into this town, 

From troubles I was free Molly, 
Fe: I ſfaw thy charming _ 

”  ,You've captivared me Molly. 

| „Ob. could 1, fain would I, : 

Could you fancy me wal; 10 

"Oh, would I, fain would J, K 
Wer l with — Molly. 


US: 
The pretty Thruſh fits i the buſh,” 
And the Black- bird in the tree Matty; 2 
The Nightingale renews her notes, 2 ven 
But not ſo ſweet as thee Molly, | 
Oh, could I, &. | 
Oh! had Hall the gold in Spain, 

Or the ſilver in Italy, Molly, f 
There ſhould none be ſharers of ae Sales 7 
But thy ſweet company, * 

Oh, could I, &c. 
She gave her love a charming a. 
And ſtraight ſhe fell a wecping; 
Saying, awd my deareſt dear, 
| Thou haſt my heart in beanie 
1, Oh, could I, 1 
He pull 4 off his boſe and es: 
And likewiſe his fine beaver; 
And ſhe pull'd off her holland bg bt 
7 And to bed they went together. | 
Ob, could I, fain would I, 
80 along with thee Johnny; * 

Oh, could I, fain would J, 

| Could you fancy me Lune” 
| My captain calls me forth ro fight, PH 1 

From thee I muſt away Molly; © ;, 
Or elſe with thee my hearts delighy, 

For ever I could ſtay * 

Ob, could I, &c. 


W 
3 Alas! it grieves wa heart full fore, -- - 
I bat I ſhould part froni the Molly; 7 
Yet you ſhall find for evermore, + 
That conſtant I will be Molly. 
Oh, could I, &c. | 


She gave her love a charming Kiſs, 
And ftraight the fell a weeping; 
Saying, -farewel, my deareft dear, 
Thou haſt my heart in weeping: 

FE. Oh. et 8 


He ſaid, my love, pray be content, 
Though for a while 1 tarry, 
If I live to return again, 
My dear, with thee I'll marry. 
Oh, could I, &. 


ws conſtant lovers they did patt, | 
And be did kiſs his ſweeting; P 
And vow'd that he would youths be, ; . 


At the next happy meeting. 
Oh, could 1, &c. 


4 . in umitation of Dare: 5 Drums. 


A "Sailor, i is blyth and bonny O. ov 
His lips are ſweet as diets 0. 
When my ler i bay. 


ac Wy: loye ae to * Molly 0. 5 
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Sailor is fall of Dewey rf 71 9.112 

e knows not of rogues or 10% 
When his prince doth En call, 1 
He mounts the wooden Wall, 


That defends us from pop ry and 3 O. 
hen my ſaĩlor goes to ſea, and leaves me O. 
alas! how it frets and grieves me 0; 
But when he doth come home, 2 
There's an end of all my moan 
or ſweet kiſſes from him doth pleaſe me 0. 


Vbo would not be a ſail6r's laſſy O, 1 
zather than a meagre lady O; 
He ſails from Eaſt to Weſt, 
And brings home the beſt © 
If jewels and fils to his deary O. 4 


\ ſoldier brags of his bravery O, ” 
od ſays when he's by, we re in ler 0. 
But the riches of Peru, 
And the gold of Ophir too, 5 2 
\re brought by the ſailor to his counrry O. 


he wine that revives our ſpirits G 
We have by the failors merits 0 329 TH 
How can they be cha OY 2 

Or troubled with the f pleen, „ 
That ſuch bleſſings does ben 9. 3-0 
O praiſe ye the jovial failor O, A, 
No red-coat, * or rayfor o. 


l 
Can e er with him compare, 
| For livelineſs and air. 
And all we enjoys through his wa 0. 


| Now I muſt conclude my Ditty O, 
8 want of want of words, that's a pity 0 
Then all your. voices raiſe, 


To ſound a failor's praiſe, 
po x country, town, and city O0. 
0 The 3 10 his Dd; failors. | 


OME all you pretty ſeamen, 
Take warning now by me. 

And go no more to ſea, _ 1 
Till that you marryd ben: 
For when you are gone to fes, d 

From all your joys ſet fre, 
She''ll get another loveg * 
To 5 her fair — hy og 125 
1 wiſh that my love was here, 
To hear the doleful cries, . 
How 1 many poor ſouls are wounded, 
And in the ſeas doth lie ; e a er nt: 
1 with that i had but wings, 1 * 
Like to the Turtle - dove. 
| Then would 1 Se to the * $ 
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